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Author's Notes: 
Just some more foolishness and idiocy! 


They're backstage and very bored, with a little over two hours to go before the show starts. 


Slash keeps asking Axl if he's ok, since he's actually here and not storming in four hours later than advertised. 
Axl keeps giving him what his grandmother would term ‘withering looks’. 


Duff and Izzy keep making exaggerated sighs of boredom, also to withering looks from their front man, 
The exchange of repeated questions, sighs and withering looks is interrupted by the appearance of Steven who, 


having finished violently assaulting his drum kit a la Animal from ‘The Muppet Show' during sound check, had 


gone wandering. He is towing two handcarts behind him. 


"Look what | foundl" he sing songs and proudly displays his spoils. 
Izzy looks up from the magazine he hasn't been reading and says, "Thank you, Steven. My life is now complete." 
He goes back to not reading his magazine and sighs again. 


Duff puts aside the acoustic he's been strumming and gets to his feet to inspect the handcarts. He turns 
them this way and that, spinning the wheels and bearing down on them to test their strength. 


"Hey!" he says, "we should race these things!" 
lzzy looks up again, this time curiously. 
"What are you proposing, Duff?" he enquires. 


"Well," Duff replies, "we got a coupla hours to kill, so why don't you hop on one of these and we'll race Axl and 
Slash!" 


Axl's competitive nature immediately kicks in. 

"You're on, McKagan!" he cries as he leaps onto one of the carts. "C'mon, Slash! Push mel" he commands. 

"Ill push you off a fuckin’ cliff," Slash mutters darkly but he still gets up to obey he who must be obeyed. 
"What about me?" Steven whines. "I found ‘em! Don't | get a say in this?" 

"Nol" chorus his friends as they set about leaving the room. 

Outside the door, they line up the carts and basically decide to run hell for leather down the narrow corridor. 


Steven tears after them, frantically waving a black and white striped shirt belonging to Duff and screeching, 
"Wait for me! I've got the chequered flag!" 


Edging slightly ahead of their competitors, Izzy screams from his stance on the cart, "Left, Duffl Go left! 
LEFT!" 


"There is no fucking left!" Duff screams back. 
"Oh!" replies Izzy. "Go right then! Go fucking right!" 


"SHUT THE FUCK UP!" Duff yells. "You're a lousy navigator, Stradlin!" and then he veers hard left to make a 


right, almost dislodging his passenger in the process. 


Izzy holds on for dear life, screeching wildly. 
Behind them, Axl yells, "Wall, Slash! WALL! We're gonna hit the fuckin’ wall!" 


"Ill smash you straight into it if you don't quit screaming," Slash yells back and narrowly misses the huge, in 
your face wall by turning at the very last second. 


Duff and Izzy are now disappearing through an emergency exit door into the parking lot. 
"Follow them!" Axl screams, pointing straight ahead. 
Slash wants to punch him in the head but it would mean letting go of the handles so he doesn't. 


Emerging into the bright evening sun at a breakneck pace, they find a breathless Duff and a grinning Izzy 
waiting for them. 


"Where've you two been?" Izzy asks and Axl gives him the finger. 


"| demand a re-match. Or re-run," he replies. "Slash's hair was in his face so he couldn't see where we were 


going. That essentially makes it an unfair race." 

"Shave his head then," Duff suggests and lights up a cigarette. 

"Piss off," Slash counters as he lights up one of his own 

Steven appears. 

"Who won?" he asks. 

"We did!" Izzy crows, doing a victory dance around his cart. 

Axl throws a Zippo at his head. 

"Best of three?" he asks and his friends shrug their ok's. 

This time, Axl and Izzy are the pushers while Slash and Duff are the pushees. 

First to the wall at the far side of the lot wins!" Steven declares and then yells, "Ready! Steady! Run like fuck!" 
Izzy and Axl take off like the hounds of hell are snapping at their heels, their passenger screaming wildly. 


Halfway across the lot, Izzy starts to flag. 


"For Chrissakes, Duff!" he pants, "for a skinny dude, you weigh a fuckin ton!" 
Duff is seriously offended but his need to win outweighs this so he simply shouts, "Less talk, more speed!" 


In front of them, Axl and Slash are exchanging colourful obscenities as Slash maintains a death grip on the 


sides of the cart, his face contorted in an odd grimace of abject terror and utter delight. 
"We're gonna win, Slash! We're gonna win or I'll kick seven shades of crap out of youl" Axl screams throatily. 


And they do. But not before the lack of brakes sends Slash careening face first into the wall. He oofs 


indignantly, slides down to his knees and then thanks a number of deities for the cushioning of his hair. 


Since there's no point in running, Izzy walks the remaining few yards of the race and sullenly shoves Duff off 


the cart. 
"Stupid heavy fucker," he mumbles. Duff retaliates by kicking him in the shin 


Hopping around on one leg, Izzy glares at him and then says, "Ok, Axl. You won that fair and square. But it's 
best out of three so lets go back to how we started." 


Axl nods his agreement and they amble back to their starting positions. Steven races past them on the way 


holding the shirt aloft. 

I'm gonna wave in the winner!" he yells. 

Back at the starting line, Duff and Izzy invoke an alcohol interlude and break out a bottle of Duff's ever 
present vodka, while Slash pulls out a pack of cigarettes and lights up yet another one, getting comfortable 
against the hood of a car. 


Axl folds his arms across his chest. 


"Take your time, Slash!" he says in a tone of voice that's almost always a precursor to attempted murder. "H's 


not like we've got anywhere to bel” 
Out of pure spite, Slash decides to smoke half the pack. 


Axl is bouncing up and down impatiently. He throws Slash a filthy look before climbing on board the cart and 
declaring that he will disembowel him should they lose. Slash snorts and pinches him hard. 


Meanwhile, Duff and Izzy are making "vroom, vroom" noises as they warm up for the finale. 


Steven is gesticulating wildly from the finish line. 


"Im getting lonely over here!" he yells, waving the ‘chequered flag’ madly. 
"Is that my fuckin’ shirt?" Duff asks. 

"All right! On the count of three, take offl" Izzy announces and swallows more vodka 
"One, two.. GO!" Slash screeches and he begins running madly. 

"Er, dude?" Duff calls as he tears past with Izzy, "you forgot Axl!" 


Slash comes to an abrupt halt and does an about turn to grab the hand cart as a clearly murderous Axl 


glares at him. 
"You fucking halfwit!" the redhead spits, "there's no way we're gonna win now!" 


Slash reverses his position so that he's pulling the cart rather than pushing it. It adds greatly to his lolloping 
run and he's now neck and neck with Duff and Izzy who are quite pissed off at his idea 


"Run, Duff! Run faster!" Izzy demands. 


"Has anybody ever told you that you'd make quite the motivational speaker?" Duff bites back. "Shut your 


cakehole and don't speak again unless it's to say something earth shattering!" 
Tearing across the concrete, all four throw inventive insults at each other. Slash is particularly annoyed at 
Izzy's suggestion that he should go "fuck a cat" when they're done. Duff doesn't enjoy Axl enquiring if he has 


to wait until a circus comes to town so he can buy his shoes from the clowns to fit his oversized feet. 


In the end, it's a photo finish. After prolonged arguments and threats from Izzy that involve beds and horses' 
heads, they turn to Steven and demand a steward's enquiry as to the winner. 


Steven scratches at his head. 


"Erm, sorry guys," he says, pointing back over his shoulder. "I was looking at that really pretty bird on that 


car over there so | didn't actually see who won" 
His friends turn to look in the direction of his pointing finger. 


"Steven, you complete fucking moron! That's not a bird. It's a fucking hood ornament!” Axl spits as his ears 


start to emit smoke. 


"It is?" Steven asks with a gasp. "But it's so lifelike!" 


"So are you," Izzy interjects, "yet you're dead from the neck up!" 

Steven doesn't get this particular insult so he just shrugs and apologises again 

They're interrupted by the appearance of two burly roadies who are looking for the return of their handcarts. 
Axl refuses their polite request. The roadies exchange glances and make a show of rolling up their sleeves to 


reveal some pretty serious arm muscles. 


Deciding that he likes his face just as it is, Slash hands over his cart while Duff persuades Izzy to do the 


same. 
Bereft, they trudge back to their dressing room. 

After some impressive consumption of alcohol, Duff procures two wheeled office chairs and invents pre-show 
chariot style racing by slipping a length of electrical cord around Slash's waist, holding both ends in his hands 
whilst sitting in the chair and shouting, "Giddy up, Seabiscuit!" at the top of his lungs. Delighted, Izzy does the 
same to Axl, upon whom he bestows the name ‘Secretariat and then yells at Steven to go find a riding crop. 
Several rather serious accidents later, they take to the stage sporting varying degrees of injuries. 

Duff's hands are ripped to shreds from the cord, Slash's stomach is badly bruised from being tugged on so 
hard, Izzy's face is banged up from a high speed tumble, Axl's ass is smarting from the crop that Steven had 
actually managed to find and Steven himself is hobbling badly after being mown down twice by Slash's chariot. 
Still, they can't wait to do it again and the hotel they're staying in has plenty of long, straight corridors. 


It's going to be a long night. 


